I was editor of a social-democrat newspaper in Berlin,
the TelegrafblattS He shrugged. 'It Is no longer In exist-
ence. It was not a bad paper. I had some clever men
working for me. It was the property of a sawmill owner in
East Prussia. He was a good man., a reformer, with a
profound admiration for the nineteenth-century English
liberals., Godwin and John Stuart Mill, people like that
He went into mourning when Stresemann died. He used
sometimes to send me down leading articles about the
brotherhood of man and the necessity of replacing the
struggle between capital and labour with co-operation
based on Christ's teaching. I must say he was on the best
of terms with his own employees; but I have an Idea that
his mills were losing money. Then came the deluge.

'The trouble with postwar German social-democracy
was that it supported with one hand what it was trying
to fight with the other. It believed in the freedom of the
individual capitalist to exploit the worker and the freedom
of the worker to organise his trade union and fight the
capitalist. Its great illusion was its belief in the limitless
possibilities of compromise. It thought that it could build
Utopia within the Constitution of Weimar, that the only
sublime political conception was reform, that the rotten
economic structure of the world could be shored up at
the bottom with material from the top. Worst of all, it
thought that you could meet force with good will, that
the way to deal with a mad dog was to stroke it. In 1933
German social-democracy was bitten and died in agony.

The Telegrafblatt was one of the first papers to be
closed down. Twice we were raided. The second time
the machine-room was wrecked with hand grenades.
Even that we survived. We were lucky enough to find a
printer who could and would print a newspaper of sorts
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